u4               THE  SILENT ISLE

fenced off from the plain and the wood. And thus
the old house that I loved in my pleasant youth,
the good days that I spent there year by year, are
an earnest of the .tender care that surrounds me.
I will not regard them as past and gone; I will
rather regard them as the slow sweet prelude of
the great symphony ; if I am now tossed upon the
melancholy and broken waves of some vehement
scherzo of life, the subject is but working itself out,
and I will strive to apprehend it even here, There
are other movements that await me, as wonderful,
as sweet.

" And now that it is all over," said an old, wearied,
and dying statesman, after a day of sad farewells,
"it is not so bad after all/' The terror, the dis-
quietude, is not in the thing suffered, but in our
own faithless hearts. But if we look back at the
past and see how portion after portion has become
dear and beautiful, can we not look forward with
a more steadfast tranquillity and believe that the
love and beauty are all there waiting for us, though
the old light seems to have been withdrawn ?